we 


a 


é 


: * THOMAS R. MARVEL le 
__ Director; 


“3 oe 
4 


i a 


/ 


Western Advertising Manager ‘ 34 
HAROLD.-E. GRAY 

» Pacific Coast Advertising Manager . 36 
DORR’ ASSOCIATES . ‘ : 
New England Representatives: . 38 
_ ROBERT L... GOLDSMITH 40° 


: eOWaces Promotion Director 


Ms RICHARD W. DARROW 


| ne ee Chief Scout Executive. 
vos 


- “Fiction Editor . oF 


“WILLIAM K. 
; CONTRIBUTING EDITORS: 


- GLENN WAGNER 


oe 


ey 
ie 


es 
B 


LYNDON, B. JOHNSON 


‘Honorary President : a oo 


THOMAS J. WATSON, JR. 
Presiden 


JOSEPH A. BRUNTON; JR, 


OLIVER: $.- JOANSON ae 
- Publisher and General aie Manager a 
TOBERT | \HOOD se woh. 
WALTER ‘BABSON 
‘Executive Editor 
“ANDREW , pe 
Art Director 
‘BERT, MARSH 

et 
Ot ick RYCE 
Senior fate Special Features 
.FRANCES SMITH . -~ 


LOUIS SABIN ee og 
Articles Editor ; a : : 
ERNEST DOCLAR a ; 
Regular Features Editor 

/ELLEN .D. SMALL. 


“Sopy ‘Editor, 4 
POWERS: 
- Editorial Promotion ‘Director 


BILL H 


Scoutcraft - LYoars 


Mes TEN p43 ee 

Cartoon Features C4 
BOOK DEPARTMENT: ~~ 
STANLEY PASEO: : : 
. Director. 

uy ‘ PRODUCTION: - 


GENE’ ‘ALLENDORF ee: 
Advertising ee Managsy pees 
“ROSE WALL ‘ 

, Production Assistant 

‘ADVERTISING: e 
“FRANK X..SIMONDS Oe shee 
“Business Development Director. At a 
, JAMES 'N. GREANEY : geet 

‘ Eastern: Advertising ‘Manager 

’ KIRKWOOD. SAMPSON. 


Promotion Director 
DAVID: A.-GIBSON © 


f 


ARD. LL KERN 
onan ies Manager 


~ 
> GIRGULATION: fe 

EBERHART. Ss 12 
reer ‘Director. 42. 
G. ALLEN MOSSMAN: e 
‘Assistant Circulation Director a4 
Agar DUFFY aS : e 
Babeerintion Director? - . 89 
BOYS’ LIFE- COMMITTEE: : © 2° 
“WILLIAM “HARRISON FETRIDGE Chairman 98 


PHILIP’ C. CARLING , 


"FRANCIS W, HATCH 

“JAMES B. KOBAK 2 70: 
CHARLES’ B. McCABE n 
‘CHARLES, F. McCABIILL n 
“KENNETH. DALE McCORMICK’ a 
- WHEELER McMILLEN 

"HERBERT D. MANELOVEG 72, 
“CHESTER LL. POSEY. 2B 
WITTZ-JAMES“RAMSDELE 1a: 
FRANK C. RAND, JR | 
WARREN J. REYNOLDS: us 
ee my i, 
woys' RIPE Pe tiige hed erantniy ‘ wr ae 
‘Row jew Buu is ao ‘ ; : 
i ies cenit fe tore aaa pee : . . 

set 5 


wate is on jo. 12. es 1866 
the 3 ute : 


- ? picture. for our cover-. 
‘a sparkling ditty made. for Scouts . 


a4 
"Credits cover photo, . orzie guests wide World phot, 


DESIGNER: 80 BOB CROZIER 


' a 
ers . ‘ 


BOBBY FISCHER 


“When ‘Bobby writes about 

‘ chess it’s worth batt “g 
1 he won i 
Chess Championship io 

». the first time-—at the age 


“every single game in the 
_ U.S. chess competition for 
the (next four years: He’s 
, held seven U.S. cham 


ships, aif told. In the | 963- 
64 US. 


unprecedented feat, -win- 
ning: all 11: games. 


n 


ARTICLES: 


The Grand Grand Canyon ss Ernest Gay 
Devil Monsters-of the peep gees 

Lester David ¢ 
A Round . . Mary Rodgers 
Thunderbeast . » Durward L. Allen 
The ‘Golden Goal- Getter . 

. Gordie Howe with Joe Fails 


REGULAR FEATURES : 


Hitchin’ Rack Ok 
Hobby Hows. . . Pearl Ree 


A ‘Few Words from the Chief . 
Joseph A. Brunton, Jr. 


Full’Speed Ahead .’.. Green Bar Bill 
Gifts and Gimmicks: 
Stamps and Coins ..; 
Think and Grin 


“GARTOON: FEATURES | 


Pee Wee Harris 

The Tower of Babel 

Campfire Tales from Philmont . 
Holiday Safety ! 


‘Skillful Driving ~-' a 


Tracy Twins - ‘ 

Rocky Stoneaxe : J 
‘Space Conquerors - 
First Aid for Burts and Scalds. Pe 


Words . ee 


Scouts in Action 
Ice Rescue Methods 


PROGRAM’ aie 


‘ : \ 


" BOYS’ LIFE " DECEMBER 1966 


of, 14-——-and won: or drew. 


ion- 


' . chéss..champion- .."* 
ship, ‘Bobby turned in an. 


: 16. Lights, Camera, Boom ..: 


W. Arthur McKinney - 22 Automobiles”. 


88 3D Ticktacktée . Se 


P ek 
| i 


. And with 


. For the whodunit crowd, writer Fred Grove has’ 


. From the cool mountain climes we ‘race to hot” 


. Then 
pe Iet’s Meet: 


FRED GROVE’ 


the Mountain:Light.(p.°52) 


Osage Ingian descent. So, 
it's ‘easy to see why hes 
written many Westernis, 
and won two Spur awards 


America and one Western 


:.. LHe. Fred's latest’ novel, 
Buffalo. Spring (Double- 
day), willbe. published 
soon. So lasso a copy. 


FICTION 


27, The Tree Is.the Same . . Jack Ritchie, 
a The Boy: Who Cried, Combat . sacs 
- - “Carl-L. Biemitler 


Fred Grove 


_ 52 Mystery of the Mountain Light wea 


t 


“SPECIAL FEATURES =f 


4 Making the Seené ++. Fran smith: os 
‘8 Science . . : Harold‘ Schmeck : 

14. 4ce Fishing .. . Erwin A. Bauer * 

. Chick Coombs 


18 The: ‘Must’ Pictures of Christmas.. 

John’ Durniak y ) 

. Ed Janicki 

24 Grooniing . . “Lynn. Haring’ - 

44 Gifts He. Won't oe , 

61. Pine-Cone, Decorations . 8 
Billie Spencer ° ae 

64 Key'Board . . Harold Jackson noe 


TI Swiss Contest : 
18 Slide of the Month—Gourd fee 


Whittlin”. Jim } “ 
Picture Puzzles... . ohn Taylor 


84 Space Experiment: Weightlessness : 
Bill Dunkerley : 

87 Checkmate ,» « Bobby Fischer 7 

: Pete Edwards ek 

95: Yuletide Around. the: World . ache Baker 


96., Customizing Your Derby Racer’. 
» Glenn’ Wagner. - 


oF Air Highways Pioneers . 


fl 


.. Erest Doclar , 


United Press International photas, pp. ce Gottom), 97; Antonio 


"America All r 5 te 
“in Frasconi drawings, pp. -6, 3 Ozzie Sweet photo, p. py ue Archive, Inc.| engravings, P i 4-36;, Marvin Friedman 
i justration, p, 93; inca! pigeriande illustration, p. 3 tharles Moore—-Black ‘Star: apcina Pp. 73 “Murray. Tinkleman illus. 
‘tratio Vy ie - 


i 


The author of Mystery.-of ~ 


In n theispirit of the. season, pkotéaraphat:C Ozzie Sweet went searching fo for-an. _un-Abominable Snowman . 
: yand found one, laden with gifts, sliding the slopes of Vermont's Mad River. Glen ski resort. The ‘carrot: ’. 
nosed Snowman shouted Merry Christmas! and zoomed off. into the’ hills; but riot before Ozzie- got his - 
: Talking of ee we're unwrapping’ a special holiday: song called A’ Round 
. For capturing the joy of the season on film; Jory | Durniak, editor 
‘of Popular Photography, jsparks some cool ideas in The ‘Must’ Pictures of Christmas . 
“this issue, U.S. Chess Champ, Bobby Fischer starts his bimonthly feature titled: Checkmate—a-think- 
; along-with- Bobby” way of perking up. your. game... 
-come up with Mystery of the Mountain Light, ‘The pula: Who!s trying to \eilt* a harmiess:-elk—and: 
f how do the authorities stop. the sinister sniper? . 
, action in the tropics. The ‘setting for The Boy Who Cried Combat is Hawaii in 1795, where hero Lono 
4 runs(a’ desperate race to warn-his people that King Kamehameha’ is coming to. attack them . 
back ‘to real. life! and fol LT ae hiking tour of The Grand Grand Ganyon . 


‘Is a native.Oklahoman of’. 


from Western ‘Writers of; . 


|. Heritage Wrangler award _ 
. fora story printed.in Boys". * 


THE TREE IS THE SAME 


What do you do if you’re a 
basketball champ in a land 

where they insist that you os 
risk life and limb on skis? 


By JACK RITCHIE 
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“De: you like winter sports?” 
Lothar asked. 


| looked out of the living room win- 
dow at all that snow and cold and the 
skaters on the pond. “I wouldn’t go 
out in weather like that except to 
defend my country.” 

Lothar was puzzled, ‘But it is ideal 
and invigorating. Only a few degrees 
below zero centigrade. tn the United 
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States, did you do nothing at all during © 
the winter?” 
“Sure,” t said. “1 played basketball. 
And you do that indoors." ; 
_ The thing is that | never wanted to: 
came here in the first place. : 
Back home Stevenson High would 
be playing Madison Tech tonight and 
1 should be in the lineup at right for- 
ward. But here | was attending this 
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Liechtenstein Gymnasium—which is 
what they call a high school over here. 

| never paid much attention to this 
exchange-student caper until it struck 
me, but every year it seems Liechten- 
stein sends one of its kids over to 


_ Stevenson High and we ship one of 


ours back—a one-for-one trade and 
hope for the best. 
My trouble is that my parents make 
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me study and when you study, you get 
good marks and you're right up there 
on the fist when some committee 
thinks it’s handing out favors: But 
even then | didn’t really expect to 
come here, because | was second in 
the Honor Roll standings for the year. 

Dan Brewster is the one who's sup- 
posed to be here, but then at the last 
minute he caught himself mumps and 


the next thing | know it is me, Bill 
Brown, in the library, looking up 
Liechtenstein to find out what it is. 
The place turns out to be a small 
‘country of about 16,000 people stuck 
between Switzerland and Austria. It's 
smaller than the District of Columbia. 
There’s a Prince and a Princess, but 
they don’t have any army. Anyone who 
collects postage. stamps might know 


about Liechtenstein because the gov- 
ernmentissues a lot of special stamps. 

When | got here, | was a little sur- 
prised to find that they have electricity 
and phones and stuff like that, even 
though they still drive cows back to 
the barn through the streets of Vaduz, 
which is the capital town and the place 
where the Gebhardts live, 

They’re the people | board with, the 
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Uncle Friedrich’s stem turn turned into a tangle of legs, arms and skis. 


Gebhardts, and there’s Lothar, who's 


my age and size and in my class, and 
his father and his mother and his 
younger brother, Hans, whom they 
call The Informer, and their Uncle 

Friedrich. 

‘ Lothar had been trying to sell me on 
ice skating and now he tried some- 
thing else.’‘‘In this. country almost 
everybody skis.” 
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Hans held one of the stamps from 
his album to the light and studied it 
thoughtfully. ‘‘Especiaily Uncte 
Friedrich. He has more wax on his 
skis than anybody in Liechtenstein.” 

Uncle Friedrich blushed. He’s a tall 
man who's cheerful about anything 
you can lay a hand on and he’ always 
wears a glad muffler when he goes 
outside. 
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THE TREE | 
ISTHESAME ~~ .- 


(Continued from page 29) 

The only sport I’m good at is basket- 
ball. I mean that’s my game and I was a 
dead cinch for the first team back at 
Stevenson. And here they want me to 
take up skating or skiing and break a leg. 

I closed the magazine I’d been trying 
to read. and went upstairs to write 
another letter home. ‘When I finished, I 
put on my cap and jacket for the walk to 
the mailbox. 

At the head of the stairs, I could hear 
them still talking. : 

“It has been almost three months,” 
‘Mr. Gebhardt said, “But I am afraid 
that he is still unhappy here.” 

Mrs. Gebhardt agreed. “Could he be 
hungry?” 

“He might be sick for his home,” 
Lothar said, “Though one would sup- 
pose that he would outgrow that by now.” 

Hans the Informer spoke up. “I think 
‘he is homesick for basketball. This 
apparently is his whole life.” 

“But what can we do about this?” Mr. 
Gebhardt asked. “There is no basketball- 

playing here, There are no teams.” 

I made some noise going down the 
stairs and Mrs. Gebhardt came out of 
the living room. 

“Perhaps I can bake you an apple pie? 
Alt Americans like apple pie, do they 
not?” 

“No,” I said and opened the front 
door. “I’ve known some that prefer blue- 
berry.” 

When I got back, Hans looked up from 
the pages of a bookiet on winter sports. 
“How does ice hockey strike you, Bill?” 

Or sled-dog racing?” 
’ I took a deep breath, I guessed they 
were. going to keep at it if it took all 
winter. “‘All right,” I ‘said. “I'll take a 
stab at skiing.” 

On Saturday afternoon, Uncle Fried- 
rich strapped two pairs of Lothar’s skis 
to the carrier on the roof of his car. He 
drives a 1939 Ford, but he gives it loving 
care and it’s in mint condition. 

- “This automobile is not forced to 
depend upon air-cooling,” he. said. “In 
the winter I resort to the more reliable 
antifreeze.”’ He patted the hood proudly. 
“And the motor is up front. Where it 
belongs.” 

We drove only about a mile out of 
Vaduz and then stopped at the side of the 
road and got out. I stood there looking 
around—anywhere but at the skis. The 
houses of the town were down there in a 


kind of huddle and the tall spire of the- 


church stuck up in a Christmas card way. 
Back of it you could see a lot of moun- 
tain peaks that were the Swiss Alps. 


Uncle Friedrich put his hands behind 


his back and surveyed the ski slope. “The 
length of a pair of skis should reach to 
the middle of the palm when the arm is 
raised straight over the head. In the last 
few years there has been a move toward 


the use of shorter skis—some as short as. 


two-and-a-half feet-—however I still prefer 
the longer lengths.” ji 

He took the skis off the car and handed 
a pair to me and one to Lothar. “Modern 
skis are made out of any number of 
materials—ash and hickory, laminated or 
solid, laminated wood and metal, metal, 
fiber glass and what have you—and just 
about all of then, with the possible excep- 
tion of some skis with a special finishing, 
are required to be waxed before they are 
used.” 


I_bent down to put on my skis and 
while I was working with the bindings on 
my right ski, the left one suddenly took 


off by itself down the slope. I reached for . 


it, lost my balance, and went down to the 
sitting position. 
“Congratulations,” Unele Friedrich 


- said, “Youhave made your first sitzmark.” 


I looked up at him and so he cleared 
his throat. “Ill leave you with Lothar. 
As for myself, I will go on to a slope near 
Triesenberg. I shall return in an hour 
or so.”” 

When he was gone, Lothar first showed 
me how to walk on skis and that didn’t 
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You're hoping to get a certain Remington gun 
this Christmas. But how do you fet your family 


Solution: Use the handy hinting form below. . 
Fill in the section on the gun that interests you. 
Then cut out along the dotted lines and leave 
where it will do the most good, (On Dad’s desk. 


me Gn ee see ee ee ee ee ee a es ee 
’ 


1 I'd like to get a new Remington Nylon 66 for Christmas. 


VENTRIBC: MODEL(CHECK ONE): FIELD O 


Reming 


Remington Arms Company, Inc., Bridgeport, Conn. 06602. In Canada: Remington Arms of Canada Limited. 


- exactly send a ‘thrill of excitement roar- 


ing through my veins. . 
He went on to the next step, which is 


skating on a slight descent. By the time 


Uncle Friedrich came back, Lothar had 
got on to snowplow and the snowplow 
turns. 

Uncle Friedrich beamed. “How is he. 


. doing, Lothar? Splendid, no?” 
Lothar rubbed his neck. “Well. . . this - 


is his first lesson. 1 think there will be 
much improvement after this.” 

I almost smiled because { knew for 
positive certain that there wasn’t going 
to be any more improvement. 


Sneaky way to; ret 
_the Remington you want this Christmas. 


P. S. 


It's avaitable at. 


The 22 automatic that runs on “greaseless bearings” for greased-lightning 
performance. So rugged it's standard gear for trappers from Hudson Bay to 
the Everglades: In Mohawk Brown or Apache Black. From $49.95" 


‘It was like this. I just wanted to be let 
alone. I wanted-to put in my time in this 
here country with the least sweat. and 
then get out. But I had it pegged that the 
Gebhardts wouldn’t leave me alone until! 
I gave something a try and failed. 

And I was going to fail if I had to work 
nights to do it. . 

During the next three weeks, Lothar 
tried hard, but we never got past the 
stem turn and I was leaving sifzmarks all 
over the place except once when he went 
to the car for something and I was fooling 
around by myself. I did a couple of 


(Continued on page 68) 


On Mom's vanity table. On the kitchen table.) 


Remington ammunition makes a dandy 


Christmas present, too. 7 

More on Remington guns and ammunition in 
the free 1966 Remington catalog. For your 
e copy, write: Remington Arms Company, Inc., 
Bridgeport, Conn. 06602. 
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I I'd.like to get a new Remington Model 552 for Christmas. 


iiss. 


t's available at_ 


MODEL (CHECK ONE): STANDARD 5520 
eT es Rie 


f 'd like to get a new Remington Model 572 for Christmas. 


abanainte 


It's available at. 


The tough, trouble-free 22 automatic that puts out any combination 
of short, long or long rifle cartridges as fast as you can fire’em. 

Choice of standard wainut-stocked Model 552 or new De Luxe 552 BDL 

(shown above) that's loaded with custom features. From $57.95° 


America’s leading pump-action 22 rifle. Slick, smooth and sweet to handle. 
Exclusive single-loading feature makes it an ideal first gun. Choose 

from standard wainut-stocked Model 572 or new De Luxe 

572 BDL (shown above) that has everything! From.$59.95* 


(DEALER NAME ANO ADORESS) 
APACHE BLACK 0) 


(DEALER NAME AND ADDRESS! 


DE LUXE 552 BDL 


MODEL (CHECK ONE): 


| ksh iaeindicnioniontionianion 
Press eee eee eee eee 
4! 


’d like to get a new Remington Mode 


1870 for Christm 


It's available at 


GAUGE. 
TRAP 


ever 
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World’s most dependable pump shotgun. Up to five-shot capacity. 
__ All: standard chokes and barret lengths. in field (12, 16, 20 gauges), trap 

(12 gauge only), skeet (12 and 20 gauges), magnum (12 and 20 gauges) and 

deer gun (12 gauge with rifle-sight barrel) models. From $99.95° 


(DEALER NAME AND Acpress) 
STANDARD 5720 =DELUXE $72B80L0 


fe om oe ee ees es eee ee noe et Se oe ee ee ee ee es ee ee es ee ee ee el ee ee ee 


(DEALER NAME AND ADDRESS) : 
CHOKE. BARREL LENGTH 
G SKEETO MAGNUMO DEERDO 


*Fair Trade prices in states having Fair Trade laws. Prices subject to change without notice. 
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MURRAY 


Everyday’s a holiday on ‘a Murray - 


bike. For years of lasting fun 
select exactly the Murray model 
“you want from this truly great 
line of bicycles. Every Murray 
features years-ahead styling, 


plenty of sparkling chrome. 
: ay Murray makes more 

models in all price 
eA ranges .. . So make 
..4 this Christmas merry 
— ask for a Murray! 


10 SPEED “PHOENIX” 


Deraitteur gear insures a thrili- 
ing ride of effortless ease. Drop 
handle bars, rat trap pedals, 
and racing style saddle. 10- 
speed touring models also 
available. 


De aneinectheatethactinntienadthcaliin toes 


rich flamboyant colors, and — 


THE TREE 
IS THE SAME 


(Continued from page 65) 
pretty good turns and made quite a run 


’ before falling. Better watch that! I told 


myself, 

Toward the middle of December my 
technique was getting worse and I 
thought that IJ finally had the situation 


- just about licked. Lothar looked like he 


was about to give up on me and he was 
just building up enough nerve to tell me. 
I guess he figured it might break my 
heart. 

When the mail came the week before 
Christmas, my folks included a news- 
paper clipping of the Stevenson High 
game with Park Lane, which we won 68 
to 53, There was'a swell action picture of 


Hank Talbert, who took my place at’ 


tight forward. If things had been dif- 
ferent, it could just as well have been me. 

T was brooding about that when Hans 
the Informer came into the room. 

“Lothar has already bought his per- 
sonal Christmas present to you,” he said. 
“Do you want to know what it is?” 

“No.” 

“It is a real American basketball,” 
Hans said. “It was shipped through the 
mail deflated, but I suppose it can be 
blown up with the air pump at any petrol 
station?” f 

Big deal, I thought. So Lothar wants 
to give me a basketball for Christmas. 
“What am I supposed to do with it? 
Organize a world tournament?” 

“He did not take me into his confi- 
dence,” Hans said. “I merely. spied 
through the keyhole when he opened the 
package. Perhaps he’ believes that you 
will be less unhappy bouncing a basket- 
‘ball here and there.” 

After supper, when I sat down to do 
some homework, I happened to notice 
the empty cardboard mailing carton in 
the wastebasket. It was addressed to 
Lothar and it was evidently the container 
in which the basketball had been shipped. 


- 1} pushed it under some of the crumpled- 


up paper so that I wouldn’t see it any 
more. 

The next evening my eyes happened to 
light on the wastebasket again. The card- 
board box was still there. I scratched my 
head, because I remembered seeing Mrs. 
Gebhardt empty out the thing that 
morning. 

1 picked up the box. It was the con- 
tainer for a basketball all right and had 
the’ same return address, only this one 
was addressed to Mr. Gebhardt. 

T sighed. Was I going to get /wo basket- 
balls for Christmas? 

Boy, I thought, don’t they ever. com- 
pare notes? 

Hans the Informer spoke to me later. 
“Do you know what I’m buying you for 
Christmas?” 

“Sure,”’ I said. “A basketball.” 

He shook his head. ‘“‘No. A whistle. I 
have seen this game of basketball played 
on the newsreel sports features at the 
cinema and not a moment goes by when 
a whistle is not blown. Every player has 
one, does he not?” 

Saturday turned out to be a nice sunny 
day, but Lothar had a cold and that 
canceled my ski lesson: In the afterngon 
I put a sandwich in my pocket and 
decided to take a little walk for myself. 

As I turned into: a small valley, 1 
noticed Uncle Friedrich’s car parked 
alone by the side of the road and when I 
looked up at the top of the hill I saw him 


68 BOYS’ LIFE » DECEMBER 1966 


poised there on skis. . 

He used his ski poles to push off and 
down he came, nice and graceful for 
about a 150 feet—the red muffler flying— 
and then it happened. ; 

He tried to make a stem turn and in 


one second everything was arms and legs _ 


and skis and snow. The whole mess came 
down my way and stopped about a dozen 
feet short of me: 

He brushed the snow from his face ‘and 
saw me. His face got slowly red. 

“It can happen to the best of them,” 
I said. 

He exhaled: ‘slowly. “Yes, And to the 
worst of them too.” 


A thought came to me and I frowned _ 


slightly. “Don’t tell me that you're just 
learning how to ski?” 

He nodded sadly. “I have been learning 
for 20 years. Unfortunately it appears 
that | completely lack the aptitude for 
this type of adventure.” 

He rose and dusted off snow, “In all 
modesty, I believe that I am an authority 
on skiing—its ‘history, its techniques, its 
possibilities. There is only one deficiency. 
I cannot.ski. And so I sit and wax my 
skis at the chalets and converse expertly 
on the subject, but no one has actually 
seen me ski, for I take pains to find 
secluded -valleys. I. think that no one 
really suspects except Hans the Informer 
and he has had the kindness not to make 
this information public.” 

He studied me and his face suddenly 
brightened. “By Ludvig! I think I have it! 
There has suddenly come to me the old 
saying invented by George Bernard Shaw. 
“He who can, does. He who cannot, 
teaches’’. If you will put yourself into my 
hands, Villyam, } am certain that I can 
teach you how to ski.” 

I shook my head. “It just wouldn’t 
work, Lothar’s tried.” 

He rewound the scarf around his neck. 
“You have created a new horizon for me, 
William. Under my tutelage, you will 
soar to new heights. You will become 
expert. The lessons will be my Christmas 
gift to you and we start immediately on 
the 26th.” 

My voice got sharp. “‘No, And that’s 
final. I don’t go too much for this ski 
business.” 

He stared at me more carefully this 
time, leaning forward a little. “Ah,” he 
said quietly. ““You do not go for any 
business? If it is in Liechtenstein? You 
simply do not wish to try?” 

Maybe I got a little red. 

He looked back up the slope and he 


seemed a little discouraged. “Life is _ 


occasionally a disappointment here and 
there, is it not? One must grow and face 
them and try not to make things too un- 
pleasant for those around him.” He 
looked at his watch and managed a smile. 
“But time passes and I am commissioned 
to purchase a Christmas tree for the 
family. Would you care to join me in the 
search?” 

“No,” I said. “I guess not. P’m just 
taking a walk.” 

It was dark by the time I got back to 
good old Vaduz. 

Up ahead, as she passed the lights of a 
small shop, I recognized Mrs. Gebhardt. 

T hung back a little and watched as she 
went into this petrol—that’s gasoline— 
station. 

She talked to the man who ran it and 
then took a package out.of her purse. 
She tore open the seal and took out what 
was inside. 

I closed my eyes for a second and then 


watched as they walked over to the air . 


pump and blew up the basketball. 


On her way back home, when she 
thought that nobody was looking, she 
bounced the ball on a clear spot on the 
pavement a few times, but I guess it 


wasn’t her game, because she put it back © 


under her arm and carried it like that the 
rest of the way. 

I watched as she went back around to 
the rear of the Gebhardt house and hid 
the ball in the shed. It looked as if she 
was keeping her present for me a secret 
from the rest of the family too. 

I went back around to the front of the 
house. Through the window, I could see 
that they’d put the Christmas tree in a 

_ stand in the living room, but they hadn’t 
gotten ‘around to decorating it yet. May- 
be they were waiting for me. 

I decided that it was still another hour 
before supper and I might as well spend 
it walking. 

There were lights in practically every 
window I passed and you knew that in- 
side there was the smell of supper and 
pine trees and the Christmas cookies and 
Kuchen that they’d been baking every day 
the past week. ; 

After a while it started snowing—the 
big kind of flakes that just come and lie 
down soft and pretty soon there was a 
new layer over everything and all you 
needed was sleigh bells. 

When I finaily came back to the 
Gebhardts and opened the door, I found 
Mr. Gebhardt and Uncle Friedrich 
playing chess and Lothar and Hans 
reading and it seemed pretty quiet to me. 

Mrs. Gebhardt spoke. “‘There was a 
transatlantic telephone call for you just 
10 minutes ago. We did not know where 
you were and so we could not call you. 
However your father said that h¢é would 
call again.at seven, our Liechtenstein 
time.” 

I looked at the wall clock, It was 
almost six. “Did you get a chance to talk 
to him?” 

Mrs, Gebhardt seemed a little reluc- 
tant. “Well... yes. For a few seconds. 
Perhaps a minute or two.” 

I. frowned. ‘“‘Was there anything 
wrong?” 

“Oh, no,” Mrs. Gebhardt said quickly. 
“It is good news for you, 1 think. 1 will 
let your father tell you.” 

And everybody was quiet again. 

“J will put supper on the table,” Mrs. 
Gebhardt said finally. 

“Nothing for me, Mrs. Gebhardt,” I 
said. “I guess I’m a little too excited to 


eat right now.” 

And it turned out that nobody else 
wanted to eat right then either and so we 
all went back to quiet again. 

T looked at the boxes of ornaments on 
the table, nice shiny Christmasy orna- 
ments. Why didn’t they start decorating 
the tree instead of just sitting around 
and pretending to play chess or read 
newspapers? 

After a while I picked up a magazine. 

And finally at seven the telephone call 
came through and I heard my dad’s 
voice. ; 

I swallowed before I could say hello. 
I mean it’s a long way to home. 

“Bill,” Dad said, “Dan Brewster’s 
recovered from the mumps.” 

“Well, good,” I said, but I figured that 
he should have been over them months 
ago and so why bring it up now? 

Dad cleared his throat. “How would 
you like to come home for Christmas?” 
I blinked. “Home for Christmas?” 

“That’s right. I talked to the principal 
at. Stevenson and he saw Dan, and it 
seems that Dan’s still willing to go right 
over there now and take over. What I 
mean is that we’ve been getting your 
letters and... well... reading between 
the lines. You don’t have to go through 
with this whole thing any more, Bill. You 
ought to be able to make it back in 
plenty-of time before Christmas.” 

I looked up at the Gebhardts. They 
were all trying to look busy, but I guess 
they knew what was going on. : 

What in the world were they going to 
do with all those basketballs? ; 

And that doggone whistle? 

I swallowed again and that was the 
second time today. 

“How about it?’ Dad asked. “Are you 
ready to come home?” . 

I took a deep breath. The country 
might be different, but the Christmas tree 
is the same. 

“Heck, no.” I said. “Dan’s not going 
to push me out of this deal. I’m just get- 
ting to like this place and I’ve got my 
heart set on learning how to ski.” 

When I was through and hung up, the 
Gebhardts looked as if they wanted to 
smile, but were waiting for permission. 

I wished somebody else would say 
something first. 

Hans the Informer finally broke the 
ice, “Let us attack supper immediately. 
Mama has a surprise blueberry pie for 
dessert.” 


CANINE 
OBEDIENCE 


“WILDCATS” these 


action packed Murray “high 
risers” feature: 3-speed 
gear, caliper brakes front 
and rear, new bucket banana 
seat, and special chrome 
fenders. : 


MIDDLEWEIGHTS 


This Murray “Astro Flite” 
has distinctive “forward 
thrust” dual headlights. in- 
strument control panel. 
Rear flashing dome warning 
signal. Loaded with chrome. 


THE MURRAY OHIO MFG. CO. 


Nashville, Tenn. 37204 


LIGHTWEIGHTS 


This Murray ‘‘Le Mans” has 


_a free wheeling 3-speed rear 


hub, with handy twist-grip 
gear shift. Caliper brakes 
front and rear. Chrome dual 
headlights. 
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